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This Is A Call 


Parking the Road King in the garage, Dave forlornly stared at David's car. David was gone. Well, not gone gone. 
He was in London on a month long fancy baking course so it was as good as him walking out of Dave's life. 
There were no Almond Joys, no joint showers, no David playfully slapping Dave's ass, and no nookie. Dave was 
depressed. 

Walking into the coffee shop, he stopped when Jamie whistled him. 

"Hey, asshole! There's a delivery for you. Got them to take it upstairs." 

That made him listen. "David?" 

"From the size of the box it could have been You too poor to get him a plane ticket home now?" 


Dave flipped her off as he made his way upstairs. 


Whatever the delivery was, it wasn't in the lounge. Nor was it in the kitchen or bathroom. Confused, Dave was 


about to call Jamie and chew her out for tricking him when he spotted Boris trotting out of the open bedroom 


door. The cat stopped, looked at him, and mewled before continuing to his water bowl. 
Walking into the bedroom, Dave stopped, a grin breaking his previously sullen face. "David! You're home!" 


Yet the figure in the chair beside the window didn't move. Instead, the tiny smile stayed in place, its hands 
resting in its lap. Inching closer, Dave spotted the booklet beneath the figure's folded hands. 


Welcome to Unique Doll, the human doll made just for you 


"Oh, what have you done now?" Dave muttered as he yanked out his phone. Dialling David, he tapped a foot 


against the floor as he waited for the older man to answer. 
"Hey, sweetie!” David's voice chirruped. 

"Unique Doll?!" he demanded. 

"It arrived?!" 


"If you mean the creepy ass life size doll that looks like you then yes, it arrived. How much did this shit cost, 
David?!" 


From the other end of the line, David chuckled. "More than you spend on cookies and less than you spend on 


the bikes" 

"David!" he whined. 

"Cool, huh?!" 

Stepping back, Dave looked at it. It certainly looked like David, right down to the sandy hair, caramel eyes, and 


warm, loving expression. It was dressed in replicas of David's more racy stage clothes. It also had a sizeable 
g exp p y stag 


bulge in the groin area. 

"But why?" Dave demanded. 

"Because you get lonely and clingy when I'm not around" 

Dave huffed. "So you got me a doll?" 

"Yeah, but not just any old doll. Why don't you take a closer look" 
"Im not sure." 


"Just do it, Dave." David's voice was soft and warm, the one he used to gently encourage Dave along. 


Shuffling closer, Dave reached out and let his fingers stroke the doll's cheek. It was soft and felt warm to the 
touch, lifelike even His thumb stroked over its lower lip and he marvelled at how much it felt like David. 

Suddenly he was more curious than confused and he slid his thumb between the being's lips and onto the soft 
pad of their tongue. But it was something that peeked from beneath the partially unbuttoned shirt that caught 


Dave's eye. 


Kneeling in front of the sitting figure, Dave plucked at a couple of the shirts buttons, gasping at what he 
found. Scars, the exact ones that the real David wore on his skin, were etched onto the doll's body. David could 
have had himself made in any image, could have had the memories of his entire life wiped away by a 


craftman's hand. Yet he'd chosen to have himself recreated in an image that Dave knew, and loved, so well. 
Sitting on the floor, Dave stared up at doll David. "Why?" he asked the phone. 


"Because | could," David replied. "And | know how you feel when I'm not there. | mean, you don't have to take it 


to bed. But | thought." The older man sighed. "Forget it." 


"No! David, I'm not going to forget it. This is. This is amazing! | mean, yeah, it was a little creepy walking into it. 
Okay, it was a lot creepy. But, in its own way, it's beautiful. Is all of it an exact replica?" 


David chuckled. "All of it” 
Even?" 

"Yes, even that. Look, Dave, why don't you grab some lunch and then call me back in an hour“ 
"Why?" 


"| know it's lunch time over there and | know that nothing comes between you and your food. Except for me. 


And I'm not there." 


"But you are here." Dave picked up the dolls arm and looked at the copy of David's tattoo that snaked along its 


skin. 
"Well, in a way | am. Go. Eat. I'll speak to you soon” 


Even while he was bolting down food, the hour still dragged by. Dave sat on the edge of the bed, his phone in 
his hands and his eyes on the doll. It looked at him, its eyes filled with the love that David held for him. Its 
expression was the same caring one that David wore whenever he looked at Dave. He half expected the doll to 
walk over to him and drop itself in his lap. Eventually, he picked up the user manual and began to flick through 
it. One page surprised him, a small grin forming on his lips. The doll, it seemed, could connect to the internet. 
At the other end, somewhere in London, David had a vibrator which did the same thing. If, and when, Dave 
used the doll, David would feel exactly what he was doing. The vibrator would also pick up David's reactions and 


transmit them back to the doll, letting Dave feel how the older man was reacting to his movements. Even 


across the miles, they could still be together, even if it was a slightly strange way of doing it. 

When his phone finally rang, Dave snatched it up. "Hil How are you?" 

"m good," David's soft voice replied. "You ready?" 

"Yeah! 

"Go find your phone ear piece. It was in the drawer next to the computer." 

"Did | leave it there?" he asked. 

"No. | put it there so you wouldn't lose it." 

Collecting the tiny ear piece, Dave connected it to his phone. "Okay. What next?" 

| want you to position the doll in your favourite position" 

That caused Dave to stop. "Sorry?" 

David chuckled. "When we're in bed, what's your favourite position to have sex in?” 

Dave floundered a litle, his eyes turning to the doll in the chair. "Well, there's lots.. | like it when you're on top. 
Or when you're bent over something. Or when you're on your hands and knees with your cute little ass in the 
air! 

"What do you like about that one?" David purred. 


Dave smiled as he recognised the voice, the one that David used behind closed doors. It was deep and husky, 
sensual and soothing. 


"| like seeing you like that," he softly replied. "Like seeing you with your ass in the air, waiting for me." 

"You like it when I'm begging you to take me good and hard, huh?" 

Walking to the doll, Dave ran his fingers over its hair. It was so real, so lifelike. Even its hair felt like David's. 
"Yeah, love it when you're like that," he murmured. 

Putting his phone in the window, Dave carefully wrapped his arms around the doll. One arm slid under its legs, 


while the other cradled its back. He was surprised at its weight and how much it felt like David. Lying it on the 
bed, he slowly began to undress it, the black shirt falling away before he slowly peeled away the leather pants. 


He noticed, with a grin, that the doll was already erect. It was also slightly better endowed than David, the only 
modification that David had made to himself. 


David continued to chatter in his ear, his voice still holding that lusty tone. "I love being in that position for 
you. | love being on my hands and knees, watching over my shoulder as you approach me. Love seeing you with 
your hand around your cock and that look in your eyes. | know I'm going to get it good Know you're not going 


to stop until my knees are shaking and the neighbours know your name." 


Dave could feel his jeans tightening. Suddenly this whole idea didn't seem so bad. The doll would be positioned so 
he couldn't see its face and it felt real. Almost too real. Carefully he arranged it on its front, pillows supporting 
its hips and torso. Standing at the end of the bed, Dave rubbed a hand over his growing bulge. The doll looked 
almost like David would in that position, its arms stretched in front of it, head buried in a pillow. He could 


almost hear David's tiny moans as he waited to be taken. 


"Love it when you give my ass a slap, too," David softly continued. "In fact, | love it when you spank me. Love it 


when you hold me down and roast my ass." 

"Might do that when you get back," Dave murmured. "You naked?" 

"And waiting. What about you?" 

Quickly he shed his clothes leaving them, as he always did, in a little pile on the floor. His cock bounced against 
his stomach, the prospect of fucking something that wasn't David exciting him. Yet, at the same time, it was 
David. 

"Do | - ermm - do | need lube?" 

"Maybe a little," David replied. 


"Do you have, you know, your bit? | read it in the manual! 


"Yes." He could could hear the smile in David's voice. "| have my part. It's all lubed up and ready to go. l'm 


looking forward to feeling you." 


Pulling open one of their toy drawers, Dave collected a bottle of lube. Coating a finger, he pressed it into the 
doll, noting how life like it felt even in there. Kneeling on the bed, he wrapped a hand around his cock and gave 


himself a few rough strokes. 
Crawling behind the doll, Dave said, "I'm gonna do this. Gonna put myself in your ass." 
From the other end of the line, he heard a long, slow hiss and assumed that David had inserted the vibrator 


into himself. With one hand on the doll's hip, Dave guided himself in. A groan left his lips. The doll was velvety 
soft and tight. Already he could feel David's reactions, the doll's ass flexing around his hard cock. 


"Oh, David," he purred. "It feels." 

"Great?" 

"Good. Not as good as the real thing. But pretty fuckin’ close. You ready for me?" 

"Sweetheart," David purred, "I'm always ready for you." 

Hearing David say that made him feel really good. There were times when he doubted his own abilities to 
please David. Dave had wondered how often David just gave into his horny tendencies in an effort to keep him 
quiet. Yet he'd never seen David wear the glazed, bored expression that Taylor so often had. So they must be 
doing something right. 

"Really?" he asked, hips beginning to rock. 


"Oh, yeah. I'm always ready for you. Ready to have your big, hard cock in whatever hole you want to put it in" 


Dave moaned and began to thrust harder. Slowly he was forgetting that he was fucking a doll. Instead, the 
flesh warmed beneath his fingers and its ass flexed around his cock "Want me to put it in your mouth?" 


"| want you to shove it down my throat. And then come on my face." 


Dave mewled and leaned forward, his head resting against the doll's back. "David. Oh, fuck, David. How's this 


feelin’ for you?" 


"Good," David replied, voice deep and dripping with lust. "Really good. | can feel you. Can feel your cock throbbing 


inside of me. Only wish that you were here to come in me. Love it when you do that, too." 

"Really?" 

"Oh, fuck, yeah. | love feeling your warm come flood through me." 

Again, the doll's ass tightened around his cock and he heard David let out a long moan. He loved listening to 
David and the tiny noises he made. Suddenly, thanks to the phone, they were amplified and Dave could hear 
every tiny moan, gasp, and mewl. 

"Want me, baby?" he purred. "Want me to give it to you good and hard?” 


"Yes! Oh, fuck, Dave, yes! Really give it to me. Hammer into me. Make me scream!" 


Kneeling up, Dave began to pound into the doll. His hands gripped its hips and, in return, it tightened around him, 
letting him know that, half way across the globe, David was enjoying this as much as he was. 


"Tell me," he gasped, "how you're lying." 


"On my front," David replied, his voice as equally breathless. "With pillows under my hips. I'm rubbing myself 


against them. The vibrator's moving with you. Thrusting. | can feel you. | know you're about to come." 
"Damn right, | am." 

He could feel his body getting ready. His cock was growing a little harder, his balls pulling tight. 

"Fuck, David. Fuck, you're so good. So fuckin’ good." 

From the end of the phone, Dave heard David let out a scream of his name. At the same moment, the doll 
tightened, almost painfully so, around him. Dave's head swam and he continued to rock, continued to push 
himself deeper and harder into the David doll. With a final, guttural cry of David's name, he came, his warm 
seed filling the kneeling being. Even as his orgasm faded, Dave continued to move, his body still tingling from 
the pleasure. Finally, sticky and sweaty, he dropped to the bed beside the silicone model of his husband. 
"David?" he gasped. 

"Yeah?" 

"That was fuckin’ amazing." 

David chuckled. "It was." 

There was a pause and Dave looked at the doll. His eyes moved to it's big, erect cock. "David?" 

"Yeah?" 

"The dick on this doll?" 


"What about it?" the older man asked. 


"Does it work the same way as its ass does? Like, do you have something there you can put over your dick so 


it feels like you're inside me?" 
"Actually, | do," David said with a chuckle. 
Dave looked at the doll, then to his phone, and back to the doll. "Five minute breather and then go again?" 


Somewhere across the Atlantic, David laughed. "You got it, tiger.” 


